sandwich meals on the hot asphalt of the playground; our
walks, straggling crocodiles through the August streets.
"We never bathed; the memories that stand out most
clearly from those drooping weeks are the continual
rows and the constant petty thieving.
It is easy, if one has a querulous outlook, to paint
the darkest picture of the most tolerable surroundings.
Possibly if I had been introspective I should have asked
myself whether my unhappiness at the school wasn't
merely due to my own origins. But I never needed to.
My companions so plainly shared my feelings. The
matron would sometimes burst out at the grumblers at
the Sycamores with a jet of indignant common sense.
"You're far better off here than in your own homes.
You're well fed, your beds are clean, you've got games
and fresh air. Not many of your mothers could look
after you as you're looked after here/' But she never
got further without being interrupted by an outraged,
defensive snarl of: "Don't you dare say anything
against my mother!" At home, mother might be a
slattern, father might be in jail, but at least the children
were sometimes given a bag of toffee or a lump of cake.
Maybe they got kicks as well at times, but at least there
was feeling behind them, and even hard feeling is better
than no feeling. At its very best, the attitude of the
school authorities towards us was a brisk and resolute
impersonality. Even if you couldn't define it to your-
self, it was impossible not to feel obscurely that you
were being treated as a little case or a little pest and not
as a little girl. So the children resented the mildest
rebuke from the superintendent or the head mistress far
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